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LINCOLN'S  BIRTHDAY 
FEBRUARY  12 


When  Lincoln  Was  Born 


^^^^^^^^         TT  was  a  bitterly  cold  February  night  in  the  back- 
^^^^^^^S  woods  of  Kentucky.     Outside  the  little  log  cabin 

^^^^^^3^^.«...  the    wind    howled  in  the  thickets,  the  snow  sifted 
"      "'  silently  under  the  door. 

There  was  no  floor  in  the  cabin — only  the  bare  earth  beaten 
hard  by  the  tramping  of  rough-shod  feet;  no  ceiling  but  the  heavy 
rafter  poles  with  their  strings  of  dried  herbs  and  vegetables.  No 
pictures  hung  on  the  walls,  no  curtains  on  the  window.  The  fur- 
niture was  of  the  roughest  and  crudest  kind.     The  table  was  part 

of  a  hewn  log,  the  bed  merely  a  bunk  built  into  one  corner  of  the 
room. 

In  another  corner,  under  a  pile  of  home-woven  ''cover-lids",  lay  a 
little  girl,  sleeping. 

A  log  was  burning  in  the  smoke-blackened   fire-place  and  over 
.  it  something  simmered  in  an  iron  pot.    Not  far  away  stood  a  loom 
and  wheel  and  an  old  cumbersome  rifle. 

But  in  spite  of  the  fire  it  was  cold  in  the  cabin;  through  crack 
and  crevice  the  bitter  wind  found  its  way. 

Save  for  the  sleeping  child,  Nancy  Hanks  was  alone.  Her  hus- 
band had  gone  to  the  mill  with  a  sack  of  corn. 

And  there  in  the  flickering  light  of  the  fire,  with  no  one  to  aid 
or  comfort  her,  no  one  to  bathe  and  clothe  the  new-born  babe, 
Nancy  Hanks  went  alone  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow. 

In  the  lonely,  desolate  cabin  of  a  wandering  laborer,  amid  the 
howling  wind  and  the  swirling  snow,  Abraham  Lincoln  was  born. 


<y^::'^E^-~M^ 


Copyri,Sli    mt         ■« 


When  Lincoln  Died 


T 


I2l^^^^;3c:C5^ 


HE  business  of  the  country  was   suspended. 

Twenty-five  million  people  bowed  their  heads 

and  paid  tribute  to  the  man  who  began  life  in  a 

humble  log  cabin  and  ended  it  as  the  President  of 

the  United  States.     In  the  lands  across   the  seas   they   rendered 

homage  to  his  name. 

His  enemies  forgot  that  they  had  abused  him,  jeered  at  his  ill- 
fitting  clothes  and  his  awkward,  homely  ways. 

They  saw  now  as  never  before  the  simple,  yet  noble  outlines 
on  which  he  had  unceasingly  worked,  the  ideals  which  he  had 
ever  tried  to  attain. 

They  realized  how  completely  he  had  sunk  every  personal 
consideration,  every  non-essential  in  the  mighty  purpose  to 
which  he  had  dedicated  his  life — "that  government  of  the  people, 
by  the  people,  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth." 

The  wisdom  of  his  words  and  the  sincerity  of  his  deeds  were 
clear  to  friend  and  foe  at  last. 

By  his  own  efforts,  his  self-denial  and  his  industry,  Lincoln 
rose  to  greater  power  than  kings  and  emperors  have,  but  he  never 
forgot  that  he  was  a  man  of  the  common  people,  sharing  their  joys 
and  their  sorrows  and  always,  doing  his  duty  as  he  saw  it  in 
spite  of  shattered  hopes  and  storms  of  ridicule  and  scorn. 

In  the  company  of  great  Americans,  Lincoln  stands  out  boldly, 
and  he  grows  bigger  and  more  impressive  as  the  years  roll  by. 
He  sought  no  greatness  yet  he  was  one  of  the  greatest  of  them  all. 
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Lincoln's  letter  to  Mrs.  Bixby 


EXECUTIVE    MANSION 
WASHINGTON 


November  21,  1864 


To  Mrs,  Bixby,  Boston,  Mass. 


Dear  Madam: 

I  have  been  shown  in  the  files  of  the  War  Depart- 
ment a  statement  of  the  Adjutant -General  of 
Massachusetts  that  you  are  the  mother  of  five  sons 
who  have  died  gloriously  on  the  field  of  battle.  I 
feel  how  weak  and  fruitless  must  be  any  word  of 
mine  which  should  attempt  to  beguile  you  from  the 
grief  of  a  loss  so  overwhelming.  But  I  cannot  refrain 
from  tendering  to  you  the  consolation  that  may  be 
found  in  the  thanks  of  the  Republic  they  died  to 
save.  I  pray  that  our  Heavenly  Father  may  assuage 
the  anguish  of  your  bereavement,  and  leave  you  only 
the  cherished  memory  of  the  loved  and  lost,  and  the 
solemn  pride  that  must  be  yours  to  have  laid  so  costly 
a  sacrifice  upon  the  altar  of  freedom. 

Yours  very  sincerely  and  respectfully, 


^^M^^^MThT  ^i(^^^ 


S.P.— 13 


American  Educational  Association 

Philadelphia,  Pa. 
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